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Kaflis motioned to his companions to advance, and they
jQjtored the Seraglio.

At the end of a long gallery they came to a great portaL
which Kaflis opened, and Iskander and NICSBTIS for a moment
supposed that they had arrived at the chief hall of the
Tower of Babel, but they found the shrill din only pro-
ceeded from a large company of women, who were employed
in distilling the rare atar of the jasmine flower. All their
voices ceased on the entrance of the strangers, as if by a
miracle ; but when they had examined them, and observed
that it was only a physician and his boy, their awe, or
their surprise, disappeared; and they crowded round
Iskander, some holding out their wrists, others lolling
out their tongues, and some asking questions, which per-
plexed alike the skill and the modesty of the adventurous
dealer in magical medicine. The annoyance, however, was
not of great duration, for Kaflis so belaboured their fair
shoulders with his official baton, that they instantly re-
treated with precipitation, uttering violent shrieks, and
bestowing on the eunuch so many titles, that Iskander. and
his page were quite astounded at the intuitive knowledge
which the imprisoned damsels possessed of that vocabulary
of abuse, which is in general mastered only by the experi-
ence of active existence.

Quitting this chamber, the eunuch and his companions
ascended a lofty staircase. They halted at length before a
door. * This is the chamber of the tower/ said their guide,
' and here we shall find the fair captive.' He knocked, the
door was opened by a female slave, and Iskander and
Nicaaus, with an anxiety they could with difficulty conceal,
were ushered into a small but sumptuous apartment. In
the extremity was a recess covered with a light gauzy
curtain. The eunuch bidding them keep in the background,
advanced, and cautiously withdrawing the curtain slightly
aside, addressed some words in a low voice to the inmate